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me, my friend ! Kate has not fire enough; she does
not know the value of her lover ! If on her return
she still remains cold, she doej not deserve me. I will
not quarrel with her : she cannot help her defects :
but I will break my enchanting fetters. To-morrow I
shall be happy with my devotions. I shall think of
you, and wish to be at Mamhead. Could you assist
me to keep up my real dignity among the illiberal race
of Scots lawyers ? Adieu, my dearest friend ! My best
compliments to your amiable spouse.

J. B.